THEATRE

She also wandered what attitude she should adopt to make herself
interesting to Wilner and please him to her advantage. Should she play
the intellectual,, or the society woman, or the despiser of men, or the
romantic., or the actress with no other passion but her profession? The
last attitude seemed to her the best. But Sylvaine did not feel very
sure of herself.

The car came to a stop in the Avenue Henri-Martin; the chauffeur
invited Sylvaine to get out, and led the way into a big pillared hall, A
stern porter, sitting like a ministerial porter in a fine glass lodge,
watched the young woman go by. A slow rococo lift,, painted in
pale cream and shaped like a sedan chair, took her up to the second
storey.

A manservant in a white coat opened the door and silently led Syl-
vaine through dimly lit rooms with sliding doors, whose furnishings
she could only grasp in fragments: huge marble heads copied from
the antique, old red and gold chasubles lining the backs of display
cabinets, modern chairs, tall old books.

Sylvaine, more and more intimidated, moved onwards, carrying the
rose by the stalk.

The ecclesiastical light and the silence reigning over the apartment,
the secrets of the universe which seemed to be sleeping beneath the worn
leather ofcthe bindings, the sacerdotal ornaments, the still faces of the
dead gods, and above all the doors that closed mysteriously behind her,
gave Sylvaine the impression of walking through the successive halls
of an unknown temple, from which she would never be able to find her
way out alone.

The manservant opened a last sliding door to reveal the brilliantly
lit holy of holies.

The old, live divinity, whom the town revered, rose from his desk
^nd came forward with the grace of a minotaur to greet the new offer-
ing life had sent him.

Wilner was wearing a big dark-green silk jacket which showed off to
advantage the whiteness of his short curly hair and his neck like a
sacred bull's.

"Ah, there you are; excellent," he cried. "This is how I wanted to
see you make your entrance. Women should always carry flowers in
their hands. But that's no reason to waddle because you think it makes
you look as if you were walking like a princess. Leave your bottom
where nature put it, and you may have some chance of looking like an
infanta."

The room was Wilner's bedroom. Beside a vast low divan bed, cov-
ered with soft furs, and somewhat strangely arranged so that you
reached it, as it might be a throne, by two circular steps, a bedside
table was laden with medicines, pill-boxes, bottles, tubes, droppers and
inhalers of every kind. There were gauze and iodine for the least
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